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Someone Closer 


Author's Notes: 


Nm sorry it\'s not exactly what the wish says. Nd already had a clear idea (and a pairing) for a fic like that, 
focusing on Lars masturbating, so | thought I\'d go along with it. It fit the wish too much to let it go. Hope you 
like it! 


Lars thought it was impossible to feel something during a dream. That's why you pinch yourself to know 
you're in one (as if many people were lucid enough to do so), because you won't feel any pain. If you get killed, 
you won't feel any pain. You just.wake up. 


Yet he felt and remembered feeling something when the James in the dream tore his clothes off, thrust his 
Tongue inside his mouth, and kissed him for imaginary hours. The room around them was a white blur. He 
didn't care. He ate James's mouth. He felt the need. James's hand closed on his crotch, and he felt the 
pleasure. It burned there, and didn't stop even after his eyes opened on the dark ceiling of his suite. James's 


mouth had just gone lower. He'd just yelled James's name. 


A swallow. 

James. 

Two swallows. 

James. 

His boxers were tight. 

He needed. 

He needed to do something. 


And, thank fucking God, he was in Wonderful Copenhagen, in one of those hotels where you could get your porn 
easy, and with his hand holding the remote as firmly as he held the phone earlier while he was arguing with 
James--the bizarre origin of the dream, for sure, no doubt--Lars pressed play. The remote bounced off the 


side as he settled against the big beige pillows of the big bed. 


The two guys on screen stared at each other and pretended to have some actual conversation before cutting 
to the chase. Clothes dropping in the middle of some bright kitchen There was a bunch of apples ready to fall 
right next to their asses. 


One of them had a beard. Tall enough. Thin enough. Lars's mind kept pushing him to imagine someone else. 
Someone closer. Someone who'd make his dick hard a lot faster. Nice, he thought, taking his underwear out of 


the way. He's fucking staying in my fucking porn 


His eyes started closing randomly, whenever his moving hand got too good. And behind his eyelids there was 
that alternate movie, with another kitchen--less bright, and not really a kitchen, really that "food'n'booze" 
room with a big bowl of candies instead of some red apples. James pushed him against the table, almost 
making the bowl tumble and the candies fall out. Rough hands quickly unfastened his jeans and drew his shirt 


almost off his chest. Then one of them circled his cock, and it was the one moving right now. Moving fast. 


A moan from the smaller pornstar. The bearded guy was sucking him off, slow, then fast, then slow, with all 
those loud sucking noises Lars couldn't imagine James's mouth making. His hand quickened. Because he still 
imagined James pulling him toward the edge of the table, kneeling on the tiled floor, fingers digging in Lars's 
thighs, blue eyes wide and mouth breathing over the tip of Lars's cock. It only took an imaginary lick on that 
tip for Lars to come with a "fuck" that didn't quite get out of his throat. 


Back to reality. He let his cock go, trying to control his breathing. Sticky reality. 


On screen, the fucking still hadn't started He always came before the main event. 


He still let the movie on, with a lower volume, until he got tired of it twenty minutes later. His mind still 


wanted that other, better, more familiar guy. And it was too much like..lovemaking. 


Another "fuck", and he finally jumped off the bed to get cleaned up. 


